
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

WHEN I HEARD YOU WERE DEAD 

When I heard you were dead, 
I had little more than a startled word to give; 
W6 had been too long apart, 
And all the years I had been cold to you. 
But the pity and pain of your leave-taking rilled me with 
slow resentment. 

Once I would have cared to make a song 

About a flower you gave me — 

An old rose shut in a book that is lost. 

I was cruel to you, 

And you had nothing better from the rest of the world ; 

That is what made me angry. 

Well, we can love the dead in our own way 
And not hurt them; 
We can be very tender, knowing well 
They will not come back to us. 

I have thoughts for you now, 
I have words of bereavement ; 
I see how lovely arid rare you were 
And cry out after you. 

Where are you now, whom I played with on the sands when 

we both were young? 
I remember your girl's body stocky and strong, 
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When I Heard You Were Dead 

Your little hard hand-clasp, 
Your truthful eyes, 
Your corn-pale dancing hair 
Growing low on your small forehead. 
I remember you, wet from the surf, catching ball like a 
rough boy. 

I know death has you; 

That very likely you were glad to die, 

Going out lonely and in bitterness, 

With your dreams all crunched to black dust . . . 

Too strong for life, too honest, too friendly and too tender. 

I hope, if the grave has not conspired to hold you, 
You have forgotten about all that. 

I hope, if I could come to an old sea-beach white and sunny, 
Where spirits immortally human played, 
I would find you there, O gray eyes — the laughing comrade 
of boys ! 



THE ADVENTURER 

I 

What is he struggling to say, 
With his red, wrinkled face 
And clawing hands? 
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